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When  once  I... 

When  once  I  found  myself 

in  a  pool  of  red 

slowly  turning  into  black 

the  liquid,  anathema,  to  that  which  I'd  been  bred. 

Red  and  coldly  warm 

once  in,  quickly  to  numb. 

So  young  yet  all  ready  to  die 

easily,  easily  I  succumb. 

Escape?  No  desire  or  knowledge. 

The  color  it  does  imply,  it  does  imply... 

I  float,  living  dead,  mute  and  dumb. 

Water  seeps  in,  making  frigid  way  under  my  skin. 

So  peaceful,  so  horrific, 

the  red  bleeds  out,  the  darkness  creeps  in. 

At  the  door  I  await,  my  fist  descending  to  knock. 

One  hand,  then  two,  plunge  in  and  draw  me  out. 

The  red  returns  and  then  is  gone, 

death  oozes  away,  and  I  stand  twice  saved. 


Bryan  L.  Rabon 
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What's  This? 


What's  this? 

A  spark  leaps  from  the  friction-heated  sticks. 
I  watch  it  fall— down  ...  to  the  fragile  tinder. 
Frustration  holds  its  fetid  breath 
as  I  cling  to  this  dubious  hope  inside  of  eternal 
transience- 
knowing  . . .  not  the  end. 
So  I  wait. 
Anticipate. 

Will  it  smother  and  drift  to  the  resting  sound? 
Will  I  see  it  stare  up  at  me  from  the  tear-soaked 
kindling- 
winking  knowingly— 
finally  closing,  without  catching  on? 
Or . . .  will  it?  . .  .  may  it?  . . . 

Fall  in  .  .  .  Deep  in,  the  pith —  beyond  the  depth  of  my 
sight. 

Private  parts  the  personal. 

The  minute  fireberry  thirsts  to  sprout  and  swiftly 

spread  its  limbs. 

Strong  pillar  consuming  limitless  fields  of  potential! 
Kevin  Mullis 
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NOMAD  SUMMER 


She  holds  his  head  like  a  ladybug, 

and  blows  a  kiss  in  his  ears  as 

a  signal  for  him  to  spread  his  wings. 

This  silent  ritual  controls  both  lives, 

keeping  romance  in  a  cool  balance  of  morality 

and  lust  that  erupts  when  the  spring  birds  sing. 

Their  consummation  of  this  seasonal  marriage  echoes 

throughout  the  seaside  cafes  that  line  the  ocean 

and  keep  the  soundtrack  of  love  playing  all  night. 

Sand  and  salt  water  licking  at  their  bodies, 

seashell  wedding  bands  are  collected  and  exchanged, 

with  the  occasional  discovery  of  a  shark's  broken  bite. 

Hair  blows  and  is  brushed  away  with  a  playful  annoyance 

that  knows  no  better  pleasure  than  to  push  it  away, 

just  to  have  it  touch  skin  again  to  once  more  annoy. 

Three  complete  moon  phases  ...  a  lifetime  comes  to  an  end. 

Death  of  summer  pushes  apart  a  love  that  withstands  time. 

A  love  that  is  felt  only  in  the  sun  months  between 

a  nomadic  girl  and  a  not  so  local  boy. 

Christopher  Edge 
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The  sweet  sound  of  Jazz 

The  bass  falling  lightly 

The  sound  of  the  saxophone  flies 

Through  the  air 

The  trumpet  sounds 

Setting  the  skies  on  fire 

Making  them  glow,  glow 

With  colors  of  blue,  and  green 

A  storm  is  raging  fierce  and  mean 

The  sweet  sound  of  Jazz 

The  bass  gives  a  thump 

While  the  saxophone  serenades 

The  trumpet  sounds  a  response 

Oh,  what  sweet  love  they  make! 

A  storm  is  raging  wild  and  free 

Telling  all  the  world  of  how  we  used  to  be. 


Allison  Burns 
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Untitled 
Raychelle  Raglin 
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Mid-October,  Just  Before  8  AM 


This  morning  I  seem  to  be  having  problems  with 

a  shaking  table;  grade  A  skim  milk  has  slopped  over  my 

orange  notebook.  Pushing  away  half  of  a  gnarled, 

rubberized  bagel  I  realize  I  have  over-ordered 

yet  again. 

Some  trouble,  some  mess,  I  am  this  stupid  nearly 
every  morning  (like  a  dog  which  doesn't  mind  being  kicked), 
I'm  here,  disliking  the  touchy,  pop-eyed  waiter  ever  more  and 
paying  exorbitant  ransoms  for  food  conceived  on  a  dare. 

I  will  leave  no  tip,  and  step  into  the  current  Tuesday, 
breathing  the  rank  garbage-juice  staining  sidewalks 
confettied  wads  of  chewing  gum  happily  smashed  all  about 
in  astounding  profusion.  The  more  I  look  for  them,  the  more  I 
seem  to  find;  how  remarkably  disturbing!  And  how  I 
have  replaced  my  once  purposeful  self  with  a  dolt 
in  ill-fitting  underwear  .  .  .  My  prospective  life  stretching 
its  toes  in  the  sun  once  rivaled  Byzantium,  now  I  only 
walk,  mouth  slack,  and  think  about  every  kind  of  nothing, 
enhance  the  scenery  as  I  wonder  why  so  many  of  the 
men  out  today  are  wearing  such  unfortunate  pants. 


Amanda  Ash 
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Ode  to  a  Union 


The  Processional  finished;  The  gown  was  neatly 

draped  at  the  Altar  of  the  Church. 

All  her  Life,  she  waited  for  this  very  moment. 

The  flowers  were  lovingly  ornamented. 

The  candles  danced  gallantly,  lighting  the  room. 

All  eyes  were  watching.  For  this,  they  had  come  to  scc- 

The  union  of  a  bride  and  her  groom. 

Standing  so  nervously  content  in  the  funny  black  suit, 

it  was  real  to  him.  Never  before  had  this  feeling  struck  him. 

He  could  not  expect  it  to  return. 

He  was  the  happiest  in  all  his  life,  and  he  knew  why. 

Was  it  because  of  this  beautiful  woman  standing  there, 

waiting  to  say  "I  do"?  Perhaps,  but  there  was  so  much  more. 

The  awe  of  God  surrounded  the  room-still,  reverent,  full  of 

love. 

What  was  so  special?  It  was  just  a  wedding; 

couples  get  married  all  the  time. 

But  was  it  just  a  wedding,  or  was  there  more? 

As  She  stood  there  with  her  knees  clattering  like  an  ice 

dispenser, 

calmness  filled  her  face.  Both  their  faces  glowed, 

as  they  looked  not  toward  each  other  but, 

toward  God.  They  knew  REAL  LOVE.  They  had  that  same 

REAL  LOVE. 

They  knew  who  had  given  them  that  LOVE,  and 

they  knew  what  it  had  cost  Him. 

As  the  service  had  ended,  I  realized  that  the 

two  had  not  become  one  but  the  three. 

I  began  to  passionately  consider  the  cross. 

What  did  it  mean? 

LOVE! 
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Hours  passed  as  the  guests  enjoyed  the  reception, 
But  still  I  could  not  get  past  the  Cross: 
LOVE! 

I  wanted  it;  I  longed  for  it;  I  needed  it. 

It  was  LOVE!  As  I  began  to  sing, 

It  was  finally  clear  to  me  what  Ray  Boltz  meant: 

The  Anchor  was  holding;  the  Storms  were  quieted; 
the  Ship  was  being  repaired  and  the  Sails  mended. 
As  I  stood  looking  off  into  the  dark  cloudy  sky, 
I  could  only  cry,  because 
I  knew 

I  was  not  worthy  of 

the  LOVE  that  I  had  been  shown. 


PaulW.  Brown 
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I  want  to  be  

I  want  to  be  there  when  there's  no  one  else. 

In  the  place  in  you  that's  all  by  itself. 
The  place  that's  lonely  and  rejects  anything  new. 

I  want  to  make  it  clear  that  I  can  help  you. 
Why  don't  you  let  someone  inside? 

I'm  here,  so  why  do  you  hide? 
I  want  to  be  there  when  you  cry. 
I  want  to  be  there  when  you  just  want  to  die. 
You  say  you're  man  enough  to  make  it  on  your  own. 
I  only  want  you  to  be  aware  that  you  aren't  alone. 
I  could  be  there  when  you  feel  ashamed. 
I  could  let  you  know  you're  not  to  blame. 
I  want  to  be  there  to  keep  you  company  in  the  rain. 
I  want  to  be  there  when  you  feel  your  deepest  pain. 
I  need  a  friend  to  help  me  out. 
It  looks  to  me  that's  what  your  life's  about. 
So  why  must  both  of  us  go  through  this  wear  and  tear, 
Why  can't  for  each  of  us  the  other  be  there? 

From  the  city  of  love  in  the  state  of  wishes 

99  hugs 
85  kisses 


Raychelle  Raglin 
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You  Are  My  Strength 


Because  you  are  the  joy  of  the  Lord, 
you  are  my  strength. 

I  will  look  to  the  hills  which  comcth  my  help; 

my  help  cometh  from  the  Lord. 

And  because  you  are  the  great  hill  and  mountains 

that  seek  the  Lord  for  your  mighty  powers, 

you  are  my  strength. 

As  the  Nile  beyond  the  rivers  flow, 

so  soft,  so  smoothly  eloquent,  so  pure 

as  a  radiant  finished  piece  of  gold 

you  are  my  strength. 

Although  through  you  I  never  did  see  life  as  being  easy 
I've  seen  its  cruelty,  I've  seen  its  cold  side,  I've  seen  the 
bumps  and  the  bruises 

I've  seen  the  scars  and  the  scares  it  may  bring. 

Yet  you  have  only  displayed  the  sweet  cares  life  may  seldom 

bring. 

I've  heard  your  cries,  I've  felt  your  warmth,  I  have  understood 
your  struggles 
I  see  your  triumphs 
You  are  my  strength. 

As  the  days  go  by  and  be  swallowed  up  by  night, 
I  will  look  up  to  you  because  you've  been  there. 
You  are  the  strong  hold  that  grips  the  triggers. 
You  are  the  starlight  that  brings  me  safely  through 
you  are  my  strength. 

And  forever  if  it  could  be  one  thing  that  I  wish  for  you, 
it  would  be  that  the  best  days  of  your  past  be  the  worst  days 
of  your  future, 

knowing  how  deserving  you  are. 
You  are  the  link  beyond  my  weakness. 
You  are  my  strength. 

Dated:  until  all  is  completed  perfectly. 

Carrie  Spencer 
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A  Grommet's  Love  and  Commitment 


Gazing  at  the  blue  mounds  on  a  sunny  day, 
As  they  roll  into  rest. 
Feeling  aroused  by  its  beauty  and  form. 
As  he  puts  on  the  rubber  and  wax, 
the  decision  is  final. 
Now  he  must  prepare  for  whatever  may  come. 
It  will  be  a  commitment  not  to  be  forgotten. 
It  is  a  battle  that  can  be  won  or  lost  by  one  move. 
Making  his  way  through  the  whitewash,  a  rush,  the 

feeling  he  loves  so  much. 
Knowing  there  is  no  turning  back  or  calling  time  out. 
Going  over  the  giant  wall  and  through  the  deepest  swell, 
hoping  for  a  peaceful  moment. 
He  is  now  only  halfway  through  his  journey. 

Waiting  is  the  most  intense  time. 
He  finally  sees  an  opportunity  and  commits. 
Remember,  one  mistake  can  end  his  journey. 
His  journey  is  filled  with  many  tricky  moves,  highs,  and  lows. 
He  has  created  an  art  form  during  his  journey,  which  could 
only  be  from  his  love  and  commitment. 
Always  remembering  that  it  could  end  with  one  awkward  motion. 


Ferdinand  J.  Meloni 
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Tug  Of  War 


Day  Comes,  Day  Goes 
You  and  I  still  tug 
Fighting  for  the  rope 
That  links  us  together 

Each  on  one  end  side  of  a  puddle  foil  of  pain 

But  know  now,  that  he  who  wins 

Gets  only  some  of  this  link, 

The  rest  ends  up  in  pain  with  the  loser. 

Zoe 
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The  red-flamed  sun  pushes  its  way 

into  the  horizon,  driving  the  night  back 

and  forcing  its  thoughts  and  colors 

on  the  still  sleepy  passive  morning  sky. 

Gasping,  screaming,  we  enter  the  steel  blue  world 

leaving  forever  our  womb  of  dreary-eyed  comfort. 

Pushing  through  the  foam,  and  accepting 

the  constraints  put  on  us  in  this  cold  new  world 

we  force  our  way  further,  out. 

Glittering,  blue,  reflecting  the  still  conquering  sun's 

struggles  with  the  sky,  the  swell  comes  silently, 

the  tension,  inaudible  in  the  morning  air,  builds, 

as  the  wave  languidly  pulls  itself  up  to 

its  full  height,  charging,  with  hearts  in 

throats,  paddling  like  lions  to  get  over  the 

crest  before  it, 

it  breaks,  crashes,  crushes 
and  pounds  you  down,  you  scream  in  yourself 
and  claw  your  way  to  the  surface 
fighting  for  air,  striving,  locked  in  the 
tight-wound  cords  of  cold  that  clutch 
your  body  and  restrict  your  movements 

—the  foam  rushes  the  shore,  fizzes, 
hisses,  mocks  you— 

paddling  again,  you  race  to  get  to  the  break, 
you  race  just  to  catch  your  breath 
and  to  recognize  your  fear  and  the  coldness, 
and  wait  for  the  chance  to  prove  yourself 
to  yourself, 

to  find  your  own  path, 
your  own  peace  in  the 

cold  blue  rebellion  against  the  shore. 


Jason  Wollschleger 
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A  Dog  Pays  His  Respects  to  A  Loved  One 

"I  wonder  how  that  dog  got  in  here,"  Linsey 
mused  in  the  soft  breeze  of  an  October  afternoon.  The  dog 
she  had  spotted  stood  no  more  than  ten  feet  away  from 
lier.  His  coat  was  a  pale  yellow  and  his  frail  skeleton 
showed  clearly  through  his  skin.  He  was  no  more  than  a 
tiadly  worn  carpet  thrown  over  a  dog-like  shape.  The  dog 
regarded  Linsey  with  the  large  brown  saucers  that  were 
his  eyes  and  uttered  a  low  whimper  in  answer  to  her 
question. 

"Did  you  come  to  grieve  for  your  master,  boy?" 

The  dog  only  stared  at  her  with  moist  eyes  and  wet 
nose.  It  seemed  as  if  he  had  been  crying.  He  whimpered 
again  and  laid  down  on  the  soft  grass  in  front  of  the 
tombstone  with  his  head  coming  to  rest  on  his  forepaws. 

She  watched  the  dog  a  little  longer  and  then  turned 
her  attention  back  to  the  silent  gray  pillar  she  had  come  to 
see.  The  man  buried  beneath  the  ground  on  which  she 
stood  had  been  her  husband. 

Ryan  had  been  a  good  husband  to  her  and  equally 
good  father  to  their  son,  Joseph.  Before  Linsey  and  Ryan 
had  married  thirteen  years  ago,  Ryan  had  promised  that  he 
would  do  whatever  it  took  to  provide  for  her  and  their 
future  family.  He  had  held  three  jobs  before  finding  work 
aX  the  factory.  Because  of  the  factory,  they  bought  a 
house  and  a  new  car  and  were  able  to  purchase  frivolous 
commodities  once  in  a  while. 

But  now  that  was  all  gone.  Linsey  supposed  that 
things  happened  the  way  they  did  because  of  the  lay-offs. 
Ryan  couldn't  find  work  fast  enough  and  bills  quickly 
swallowed  the  Jameson  family.  She  was  both  maddened 
and  saddened  by  her  husband's  decision.  She  didn't  care 
about  money  and  possessions;  she  knew  Ryan  would  have 
found  work  soon.  If  Ryan  had  come  to  her  maybe  she 
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wouldn't  be  here  right  now. 

But  he  was  gone  and  so  was  her  life.  She  wanted 
to  follow  her  husband  but  she  still  had  Joseph  and 
somehow  Linsey  knew  things  would  work  out  in  the  end. 

A  wetness  on  her  leg  jarred  Linsey  out  of  her 
thoughts. 

"Oh!,M  she  exclaimed  as  she  looked  down.  The 
stray  dog  was  now  lying  at  her  feet  in  a  gesture  of 
comfort.  "You  know,  boy,  he  was  a  loved  man.  We  all 
miss  him  very  much." 

She  whispered,  "I  love  you"  to  the  marble  marker 
and  then  her  eyes  welled  with  tears  and  she  wept. 

When  she  left  five  minutes  later,  the  dog  stayed 

behind. 

"Get  out  of  here,  you  stupid  mutt!"  the  caretaker 
yelled  when  he  first  saw  the  dog  later  that  evening. 

The  dog  ran  when  the  caretaker,  a  short  bald  man 
dressed  in  overalls  and  a  black  beret,  began  throwing 
rocks. 

"Get  out  and  stay  out!" 

The  caretaker  went  back  to  his  business  of  picking 
up  trash  when  he  glanced  over  at  the  tombstone  of  Ryan 
H.  Jameson. 

"I  ain't  pickin'  that  up,"  the  man  grumbled  to 

himself. 

At  the  foot  of  the  gravestone,  the  grungy,  gaunt, 
yellow  dog  had  placed  his  mark.  And  it  was  a  noticeable 
mark. 

Gene  Erickson 
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another  sick  one 


your  splendor  rests  with  smooth  sighs 
the  shadows  glimpse  and  smother 
if  i  could  just  remove  the  hour 
make  way,  you  ruptured  skies, 
you  cut  me  true  with  the  morning's  ripe 
beneath  the  blanket  of  motorcycle  dreams 
drone,  drone,  swimming  up  with  ease 
good  morning,  love,  hello,  hi. 

sometimes  we  turn  to  ruin 
splitting  heads  over  big  time  nothings 
but  we  are  still  Tristan  and  Isolde,  right? 
linking  our  thoughts,  pure  in  spite 
we  have  the  same  smile,  let's  stay  in 
so  we  can  turn  to  ruin 


Anonymous 
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'I  Go  Through  All  This  Before  You  Wake  Up 
Hazel  Devera 
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I  Know  Why  They  Call  Me  Black 


They  call  me  black  because 

my  skin  is  dark. 

They  call  be  black  because 

I  have  hidden  strengths  that  comes  out  in  a  loud  and  powerful 
way. 

They  call  me  black  because 

I  have  the  capabilities  to  shape  all  that  is  dark,  gloomy  and  sad 
into  a  figure  that  is  bright,  cheerful  and  glad. 
They  call  me  black  because 

they  don't  want  to  acknowledge  the  righteousness  that  is  within 
me. 

Oh  I  know  why  they  call  me  black 

because  I'm  so  bright  on  the  inside  until  they  wouldn't  know 

what  to  call  it  if  they  saw  it  on  the  outside. 

And  they  call  me  black  because 

I  cannot  be  copied  by  any  of  their  ways  or  means. 

They  call  me  black  because 

I'm  natural,  I'm  talented,  I'm  intelligent  and  I'm  determined. 

Oh  yes  they  call  me  black 

and  certainly  I  can  understand  why 

I  am  among  a  chosen  generation,  a  proud  selection. 

One  who  is  determined  to  meet  with  barriers  beyond 

my  language  or  complexion. 

So  whenever  you  look  for  me, 

Don't  look  down  where  they  said  I  might  be. 

Look  up  because 

black  is  beautiful 

and  yes  that's  me! 

Dated:  From  way  back  when . . . 


Carrie  Spencer 
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CLOUDS 


-REVELATION  1:7 
-REVELATION  10:9-11 
-ISAIAH  40:28-31 

-JOHN  3:6-8 
-GALATIANS  5:24 
-MATTHEW  5:16 

AND  I  WAIT  ON  THE  LORD 
AND  THROUGH  THE  CLOUDS 
HE  RENEWS  MY  STRENGTH 
AS  I  EAT  THE  SCROLL 
HE  CARRIES  ME  LIKE  THE  SPIRIT  WIND 
AS  I  TEAR  OFF  MY  WAXEN  WINGS 
I  SOAR  LIKE  AN  EAGLE 
I  RUN  AND  HE  BECOMES  MY  STRENGTH 
I  CARRY  THE  CROSS  AND  HE  NEVER  FAILS 
I  CRUCIFY  MY  DESIRES 
AND  HIS  LOVE  SHINES  THROUGH  HIS  NAIL-PIERCED 

SCARS 
THROUGH  THE  CLOUDS 
HE  RENEWS  MY  STRENGTH. 
HE  RENEWS  ME. . . 
HE  RENEWS.  .  . 
HE  COMES  IN  THE  CLOUDS. 


Angie  Dingley 
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HE  AND  I  HAD  A  BLOOD  ROMANCE 


He  sat  in  black,  all  covered  in  gloom, 
with  a  look  in  his  eyes,  all  alone. 

He  wore  his  clothes  like  the  night  wears  the  stars, 
pulling  them  in  tight,  and  exposing  the  moon. 

He  hung  himself  loose  with  a  silvery  noose 
and  clashed  the  rope  with  a  charm. 

A  Jewish  star,  dipped  in  gold 
that  hung  down  with  his  arms. 

How  queer  of  me,  it's  must've  seemed 
as  I  looked  him  up  and  down. 

I  looked  around  and  caught  an  eye 
and  growled  until  it  turned  around. 

I  focused  myself  on  my  intended  being 
and  found  him  to  have  left  the  room. 

I  never  found  the  color  of  his  blood, 
'cause  I  never  saw  him  doomed. 

Until  this  day  I  haven't  seen  his  face 
and  I  haven't  had  the  luscious  chance, 

to  hold  his  pulsating  soul-less  death 
or  to  form  a  perpetual  blood  romance. 

Christopher  Edge 
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The  Thoughts  of  An  Angel,  circa  2056  B.C. 


Where  can  I  find  a  good  man? 

I  mean  a  righteous  man.  Surely  there's  at  least  one.  IVe  searched 
throughout  the 

city  and  so  far. . . 

Don't  they  know  what  will  happen?  They  stand  on  the  brink  of 
destruction  and  yet  they  live  like  there's  no  tomorrow.  They  drink  and 
carouse  all  night  engaging  in  orgies  and  acting  as  if  there  were  no 
consequences.  The  men  act  as  women  with  one  another  and  behave  as  if  it 
were  the  natural  order  of  things.  Disease  spreads  rapidly  here.  With  no 
control  over  one's  desires  there  often  is  no  controlling  that  desire's  effects. 

I  must  find  the  righteous  . . . 

The  city's  leaders  are  as  corrupt  as  the  citizenry.  They  make  laws 
and  then  create  ways  around  the  laws.  There  is  no  justice  here,  only  a 
mockery  of  Justice.  The  rule  of  the  day  is  freedom  for  everyone  in  every  way 
but  it  can't  be  obtained  for  the  slavery  to  the  flesh. 

Death  is  prevalent  here  in  more  ways  than  one.  The  souls  of  men 
die  here  crushed  by  the  outrageous  life  of  the  flesh.  Kindness  and 
compassion,  love  and  hope  are  replaced  by  cruelty,  anger,  hate  and  lust. 
Selfish  pleasure  and  gratification  at  the  expense  of  another's  dignity  are  the 
rules  of  the  day. 

If  they  only  knew  what  was  coming.  A  cleansing,  a  tribulation,  a 
fire  that  can't  be  sated.  The  evil  of  this  place  will  be  wiped  away  by . . . 

Even  now  it  comes.  There  are  no  righteous  here.  Flee,  believer, 
run  from  this  place  and  never  look  upon  its  malefic  presence.  Its  evil  has  no 
place  in  your  heart. 

The  sky,  though  dark,  burns  as  with  the  fire  of  the  sun  at  noon. 
The  fire  of  righteousness  lances  down  from  God's  right  hand.  I  draw  my 
sword  and  reveal  myself  to  those  around  me.  They  stare  in  horrific  disbelief 
as  my  sword  finds  its  mark.  Sodom,  now  and  later,  a  place  far  across  the 
sea  but  no  more  distant  from  God  and  then  all  of  creation. 

Bryan  L.  Rabon 
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Onslaught 


Defenses  prove  inept  against  unnerving  beauty. 

My  Ezekiel  summons  that  celestial  blaze 

To  melt  away  flesh,  translate. 

And  I  find  myself  surrounded  by  the  Arabesque, 

lost  where  science  is  not. 

Elemental  upheaval  proclaims  your  divinity. 

My  lord  demands  soul  sacrifice; 

Disobedience  is  punishable  only  by  death, 

And  so  I  bow. 

Frederick  Capers 
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On  the  Streets  of  Heaven 


-I'll  be  walking  down  the  streets  of  Heaven  and  I  will  see  your 
smile  mixed  in  with  the  crowd. 

-Sitting  by  the  crystal  sea,  I'll  see  the  eyes  of  joy  that  meant  so 
much  to  me. 

-Standing  by  the  Father's  throne,  I'll  hear  your  laugh  and  I'll 
know  that  it  is  true 

-The  time  was  unclear  and  the  place  was  not  known,  but  on 
one  great  day  you  asked  him  to  be  a  part  of  your  life. 

-I  never  knew  until  that  one  shining  day  when  I  saw  your 
glorious  face  and  I  knew  that 

you  loved  him  too. 


Joy  Mauldin 
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Alone,  Unstationary 

A  Leaf  in  the  Wind 

Being  blown  from  here  to  there 

Few  encounters  with  my  own  kind 

Passers  by,  few  even  acknowledge  me 

They  just  fly  by,  uncaring 

As  to  if  I  die  or  live. 

Always  moving,  Lonely 

No  place  to  call  home 

No  friends  to  call  my  own. 

Zoe 


Untitled 
Trevin  Q.  Goodwin 
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Property  Changing  Hands 

Nothing  but  broken  oyster  shells  and  pebbly  silt 

where  my  skewed  sense  of  self  used  to  be; 

mind  of  mud  and  mildew,  but  the  sky  is  november-clean. 

My  body  is  a  large  yellow  house  in  Kansas 

sprawling  and  stacked  with  cool  wooden  floors. 

See  my  shuttered  eyes  blink  passingly  over 

fields  of  dirt.  Be  a  boy  as  you  will  anyhow  and 

run  shoeless  over  the  rubble  outside, 

the  bleak  acrid  mess  that  stuttered  over  a  summer  and 

sloped  away  into  brightness  with  the  fall .  .  . 

Tumble  through  a  westward  window 

but  don't  chance  the  door— leave  my 

whitewashed  edges  to  peel  to  gray  someday  down  the  line, 

when  your  back  is  turned  to  my  creakings 

and  settlings  stuffed  with  night 

For  at  least  the  world  where  you  live  has  a  chance  of 

restitution,  gives  you  time  to  examine  your  bruises 

in  the  light  of  hindsight 

I  am  only  cold,  bare,  and  level  within;  echoing  .  .  . 
you'd  be  left  standing,  depressed  by  the 
ringing  of  your  own  ears, 
shivering  in  the  air  that  can  never  be  quite  close 
enough  and  wishing  for  colorful  wallpaper 

Amanda  Ash 
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Didn't  You  Know 


One  night  as  I  watched  in  amazement  at  the  starlit  sky 

I  marveled  at  the  handiwork  of  God. 

What  wonders  of  a  God  who  created  the  Heaven  and  the  Earth 

to  be  thoughtful  enough  to  allow  the  moon  to  brighten  the  starlit  sky. 

And  the  wonders  of  a  God  to  allow  the  sun  to  warm  and  brighten 

our  toiling  days. 

As  I  was  still  in  amazement,  another  stood  beside  me  and  watched  me 
marvel. 

Then  said  to  me  "isn't  it  obvious?  This  is  not  handiwork  of  a  God 

this  is  the  mere  daily  transformation  of  the  universe 

that  was  explained  so  well  by  scientists  of  old. 

Didn't  you  know?  Do  you  have  a  learning  impairment?  Or 

are  you  just  one  of  those  who  have  been  brainwashed  to  believe 

there  is  such  a  God?" 

Then  I  proudly  but  carefully  responded 

"It's  not  my  brain  that's  been  washed  but  it's  my  soul  that's  been  converted 
and  my  spirit  that  is  yearning  to  be  united  with  the  source  of  its  creation." 
Didn't  you  know? 

Dated:  until  I  perfectly  complete  my  fate.... 
Carrie  Spencer 
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Untitled 
Trevin  Q.  Goodwin 
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Granite  Mirrors 


The  moon  delves  deep  into  the  midnight  air. 
Numb  hands  drop  quick  to  grasp  the  evening  light 

I  turn  the  pillow  to  find  a  colder  sleep 
Inside  the  blankets  covered  with  my  restless  dreams. 

Tonight  the  silence  slips  away  from  time 
And  soothes  the  summer  burns  with  windblown  fall. 

I  doze  below  the  empty  trees  of  fall, 
Who  shake  the  leaves  that  race  across  the  air. 
My  hair  grows  long  among  the  oaks  of  time. 
The  lazy  lumber  shadows  twist  the  light 
And  drift  inside  the  maze  that  holds  my  dreams. 
A  prison  forms  around  the  bars  of  sleep. 

Between  the  trees  I  dare  to  catch  some  sleep, 
With  no  protection  from  the  limbs  that  fall 
To  crush  the  faded  pictures  in  my  dreams. 
I  feel  the  breeze  blow  through  the  stiffened  air. 
The  withered  grass  attempts  to  find  the  light 
That  glistens  down  from  Heaven's  path  of  time. 

A  crumpled  leaf  and  tattered  twigs  have  time 
To  dance  inside  the  circus  tent  of  sleep. 
I  lift  my  lids  before  the  sun  spills  light. 
The  howl  of  distant  wolves  begins  to  fall 
And  fade  within  the  silky  morning  air. 
I  wander  back  into  my  world  of  dreams. 

My  eyes  begin  to  search  the  files  of  dreams 
I  stash  behind  the  endless  walls  of  time. 
A  sacred  lot  is  covered  by  the  air. 
The  gravestones  mark  immortal  mounds  of  sleep 
That  comes  to  those  unready  for  the  fall. 
Death  feeds  on  darkness  from  a  faded  light. 

A  cold  blue  night  is  turned  away  with  light 
From  candles  melted  down  around  my  dreams. 
Another  waxy  world  is  burned  in  fall 
As  clouds  of  smoke  return  to  block  the  time 
That  flies  on  clocks.  I  burn  inside  my  sleep 
Before  the  sun  can  scald  the  moistened  air. 

The  sullen  windy  dreams  invade  my  sleep. 
A  moonlit  mind  will  force  night's  time  to  fall 
Before  the  morning  air  is  bathed  in  light. 

—James  Felder 


31 


rage  days 

can  you  feel  it 

the  wind  blowing  through  your  soul 

in  a  raging  fury 

emotions  wind  and  unwind 

like  the  coils  of  a  snake 

small  within  myself, 
I  feel, 

as  the  winds  blow, 
the  clouds  roll, 
the  sunburns  .  .  . 

Trapped  within  myself, 
I  feel, 

the  wind  blow  through  my  soul, 
I  rage. 


Jason  Wollschleger 
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Mighty  Casey 
Trevin  Q.  Goodwin 


33 


In  this  marathon  I'm  running 

I  have  weights  that  hold  me  back 

And  slow  me  down. 

These  weights  are  you. 

I  care  for  you,  always  have, 

But  you  pull  me  back 

Behind  the  pack,  to  torture  me  alone. 

I  am  loosening  these  weights 

Around  my  ankles,  although  I  will 

Never  actually  lose  them  altogether 

For  you  will  always  be  in  my  heart 

But  I  will  no  longer  let  you 

Pull  me  back  from  the  pack 

And  dampen  my  spirits 

And  kill  my  faith. 


Zoe 
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SPEAK  TO  THE  DARKNESS 


Speak  to  the  darkness, 

let  its  closure  hide  your  fears. 

Stare  at  its  blackness 

and  hold  your  lightning  spears. 

Feel  around  the  black  bottom, 

looking  for  the  altar  of  Christ. 

Pray  for  deliverance 

from  the  world  you  just  left. 

Speak  to  the  darkness, 
let  its  closure  hide  your  pain. 
Embrace  the  absence  of  color, 
let  it  absorb  your  stains. 
Pull  the  black  covers  up 
to  cover  your  grieving  face. 
Jump  into  the  distance, 
and  as  you  fall,  have  faith! 

Speak  to  the  darkness, 

let  its  closure  hide  your  loss. 

Lay  upon  the  darkness 

the  heaviness  of  your  cross. 

Remove  your  crown  of  criticism 

that  bears  down  on  your  mind. 

Let  the  blood  flow  through  your  head, 

so  that  you  can  remember  your  name. 

Speak  to  the  darkness, 
let  its  closure  hide  your  self. 
Forget  about  how  dark  it  is, 
and  forget  about  your  health. 
Just  think  about  nothing 
and  let  the  absence  contaminate. 
Let  it  fill  your  soul, 
cleansing  it  with  denial. 
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Speak  to  the  darkness, 
let  its  closure  hide  your  sin. 
Look  into  your  spirit 
to  see  the  shape  it's  in. 
Is  it  beat  until  it's  black 
and  burnt  to  a  crisp? 
Or  white  like  a  cloud 
floating  in  the  blue? 

Speak  to  the  darkness, 

let  its  closure  hide  your  illness. 

Healing  through  denial 

and  contamination  of  blackness. 

Sanity  colored  white, 

the  opposite,  the  opposite. 

People  believe  my  heart  is  white 

.  .  .  but  I  know  it  is  black. 


Christopher  Edge 
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He  Knows  Not  His  Depth 


He  knows  not  his  depth . . . 
His  soul-beauty 
Rises  up, 
Permeates, 

Pierces  through  outwardness, 

Radiating 

His  innerness 

To  his  thoughts, 

His  flesh, 

All  in  his  concentricity 


Sherry  Yearty 
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The  Body  Eclectic 
(To  Shiva) 


You  dance  between  dimensions. 

Gyrating  hips,  glimmering  fingertips  exert  omnipotence. 

Like  a  pendulum, 

their  motions  dull  perceptions,  and  relieve 

my  mind  of  moral  reasoning. 

In  delirium,  I  divulge  my  inmost  desires  which  you, 

with  wicked  charms  and  divers  devices 

actualize. 

The  carnal  maelstrom  consumes  and  I  enter  a  realm  where 

innocence  is  devoured; 

taboo,  non-existent; 

erotic  eccentricity,  worshipped. 

Shall  I  leave  this  paradise  to  again  be  submerged 

in  the  lie  of  sanity? 

I  must  embrace  the  ethereal, 

loose  the  chains  of  the  corporeal. 

Shiva,  you  lay  waste  countless  realities 

to  establish  a  kingdom  of  unparalleled  hedonism 

whose  glories  will  silence  the  whispers  of  those 

fabled  cities. 


Frederick  Capers 
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Octavia 

Gentle, 

How  exquisitely  gentle  your  touch. 

Your  eyes  of  blazing  onyx  coolly  melt  away  the  physical,  transcend  the 
spiritual. 

You  are  omniscient,  omnipotent,  discarding  my  facade;  empowering  my 
dreams  to  realization. 

To  see  you  is  to  behold  the  beauty  God  created  in  Eve. 
To  know  you  is  to  know  passion  bridled  only  by  wisdom. 
You  are  simply  what  you  are  meant  to  be: 

A  teacher 

A  friend, 

Octavia 

Frederick  Capers 
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Revival 

From  within  the  heart  of  a  single  man 

issues  forth  the  call. 
It  touches  the  shattered  thoughts  of  one 

who  almost  was  a  mother. 
From  prayer,  one  word  it  races  across  the  land, 

the  call  for  revival. 

A  sacred,  obsidian  heart  hears  the  resounding 
theme  and  weeps  as  the  healing  begins. 

Indifference,  hatred,  and  greed  fall  before  the  quiet  roar 
of  the  call  to  revival. 

The  sins  of  the  flesh  that  know  no  bounds  are  wrapped 
tight  in  the  bonds  of  love,  in  revival. 

Lost  love  and  vanquished  hope  find  their  home  again, 
in  revival. 

Demons  are  bound  and  the  Spirit  loosed  during 

an  outbreak  of  revival. 
From  the  depths  of  God's  love  the  cry  breaks  forth 

"THERE  MUST  BE  REVIVAL" 
and  all  creation  waits  in  hushed  anticipation  for 

revival. 


Bryan  L.  Rabon 
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The  Poet, 

At  all  this  world  obsesses 
Stands  raging! 

His  strength  with  power  all  derived— 

Not  from  this  blinded  world— from  He  who  died. 

His  passion, 

For  all  His  mind  possesses, 
Speaks  clearly  to  mine. 
Desire  enmeshes  . . . 


Sherry  Yearty 
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The  rain  is  falling  hard 

Knocking  on  my  window  pane 

The  hail  begins  to  fall 

Like  a  drummer  beats  upon  his  drum 

The  wind  begins  to  sing 

Sounding  like  wind  chimes 

Whistling  in  the  wind 

The  lightning  strikes  across  the  sky 

An  enormous  blue  flash  of  light 

An  electric  spark  of  energy 

The  thunder  roars 

A  message  from  God 

Telling  me  I  don't  have  to  fear 

The  raging  storm  within  me 

For  it  is  not  from  anger 

But  a  Joy  for  the  love  of  Life. 

Allison  Burns 
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When  I  look  at  you,  who  do  I  see 

Someone  to  be  with,  or  a  part  of  me 

To  be  with  you  brings  time  to  an  end 

I  gaze  into  your  eyes  and  the  world  stands  still 

When  I  hear  you  speak,  your  voice  calms  my  spirit 

I  long  to  hear  from  you  and  share  your  day 

I  see  how  you  care  for  those  around  you 

and  I  long  to  be  a  part  of  your  heart 

To  feel  your  arms  around  me  and  the  warmth  of  your  touch 

brings  joy  to  my  heart,  melting  away  the  troubles  of  the  day 

Your  lips  are  soft  and  warm,  exploding  on  mine 

bringing  peace  and  security,  knowing  you  are  with  me 

I  look  toward  a  time  when  we  will  grow  together  in  faith 

sharing  our  prayers  and  devotions, 

two  souls  together  in  Christ 

If  I  say  the  words  will  you  stay,  or  will  you  turn  and  go 
Do  I  dare  to  speak  or  do  I  let  us  go  on 
never  saying,  but  ever  knowing 
I  will  or  my  heart  will  burst, 
"I  love  you." 

Kevin  Harp 
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barbie  diamonds  poke  into  the  salty  line  of  renewal 
from  the  bellyache  of  plastered  maybes,  i'm  still  waiting 
the  lovemaking  of  seaweed  and  soil  ruptures,  hear  me  sigh 

i  lose  the  hope  under  dirty  fingernails 

with  raisin  skin  and  steady  blinks,  i  slip  into  the  under 

your  treasure,  your  skull,  they  keep  me  faithful 

and  still,  will  you 
could  you,  perhaps 
come  back  to  me 

crash  upon  crash  sways  the  breaths  of  millions 
look  into  me,  far  from  your  wanton  beliefs 
do  you  suppose  the  scepter  will  swirl  this  way 

and  still,  if  it's  possible 
return  to  me 

your  hand  extends,  your  fingers  tease 

the  blues  wave  deep  and  deep  until  longing  leaves  its 

sickness 

the  dwelling  fantasy  soothes  the  mark  of  you 
Heather  Devera 
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an  arresting  photo,  matted  nicely 

Just  on  the  frame  a  bit  of  eye-flash,  the 
box  of  baptisms  by  fire- 
too  much  black  and  white  fingering  a  trick 
of  light,  the  dense  and  pulled  beginning  of  twilight 
(somewhere  cicadas, 
oddities  of  movements,  his  shoulders  are 
sharp  and  plaid  and  bent.) 
positive  space  to  negative  reinforcement 
and  a  kinder  thrust  of  vertigo 
and  his  hands. 

forgotten  is  the  concept  of  boundaries,  the  lines 
are  down,  a  release  rumbling  over  the  Kansas  skylights 
We  remember  in  freezeframe: 
hands .  .  . 

Safe  and  sane  is  to  forget  skinness  of  skin;  condensing 
lifeblood  into  two  dimensions  is  cathartic. 
Yes  tell  me  I  am 

like  you,  a  trick  of  light,  tell  me  I  am 
fading  away  from  the  edges  of  a  field 
a  slip 

gone  before  I'm  even  begun. 
Amanda  Ash 
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Doors 
Danny  Stackhouse 
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(I'm  Usually  Not  a  Rhymer,  But  My  Muse  Amused  Me) 


My  friend  and  I  do  not  compete  .  .  . 

The  main  goal  isn't  fashion  (which  time  will  delete). 

Outward  shells  mere  requirements  like  Pencils  and  Pens— 

Upon  those  who  write  well,  well,  the  whole  world  depends! 

The  friendship  we  share  is  that  of  like  minds... 

When  even  we  differ,  that  difference  binds. 

Her  passion's  in  this  century; 

Mine's  in  eight  past. 

Both  weave  the  common  tapestry 

of  Language— our  repast. 

[Written  one  level  above  the  Reflection  Pond 
upon  hearing  of  a  deadline  and  an  alligator.] 

Sherry  Yearty 
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YEARS  TOGETHER 


Years  together, 
years  apart, 
forced  to  be  content, 
and  silent. 
Growing  closer 
with  every  day. 
In  love 

oh,  so  in  love. 
Afraid  of  loss 
and  separation 
Desperation, 
gold-coated  aspirations. 
Dead  to  the  words 
and  warnings. 
Our  love, 

a  love  all  our  own. 
Sharing  everything, 
expecting  too  much. 
'    Receiving  too  little 
and  feeling  empty. 
Desperate  love  - 
causing  temporary  relief. 
Holding  on 
praying  for  a  crutch. 
.  forced  decisions 
about  life  together. 
All  in  All, 
it  was  worth  it. 
To  be  able 
to  share  and  love. 
To  have  someone 
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not  just  a  body. 
Someone  to 
look  into  their  eyes. 
Conversation 
without  consequence. 
Painless  remedies 
to  damaged  pride. 
Comfort  and  security, 
peace  of  mind. 
Endless  summer 
comes  to  an  end. 
Desolation  and 
complete  emptiness. 
Death, 

eternal  separation. 
Goodbyes 
that  last  and  last. 
It  all  ends, 

obliterated  and  complete. 
Christopher  Edge 
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Naughty  Boy 
Trevin  Q.  Goodwin 
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Round  I 


Swish  .  .  .swish  .  .  .  swish 


The  lure  in  painted  skin  I  chase 
with  greyhound's  lust  and  craft 
mastering  Mephisto  at  exploitation. 
Reigning  domination,  the  king  of  conniptions 

whose  eyes  have  known  the  twisting  of  souls, 

those  bruised  for  attraction  to  pain 
connects  to  the  luscious  the  luscious. 
Sparks  spur  circuit  breaking  seizures, 
leaving  lovers  in  fits  raving. 
Frantic,  foaming  the  volcano 

addicted  to  charging  yet 

victimized  by  release 
is  reduced  to  snorts  and  snarls, 
scratches  and  molds  stored 
in  masochistic  mines  to 
enrich  the  next  round. 

Frederick  Capers 
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My  Love 


My  love, 

Poetry .  .  . 

I  consume  him. 

What  love  I  more? 

When  he  consumes  me! 


Sherry  Yearty 
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a  vulcan  tragedy 

I.  peeking  through  peek 

the  geisha  hushes 

nebulous  spies  shift  their  heads 

halfway  chasing  her  trail 

you  tuck  her  hair  behind  her  ears 
she  has  met  you  before 

foam  with  ghost  she  leaks 
falling 

admit  your  tricky  love 
she's  into  you 

feel  her  hands  cracking 

they  pour  and  dry  into  long  time  ago  feelings 

call  her  anything,  anything  she  wants  to  hear 

suck  in  the  sail 

and  disappear  on  your  tickled  knees 
are  you  sure  of  her  smile 

her  wings  mumble:  betray 
betray  her  voice 
betray  her  more 

uncover  her  purity 

her  poison 

her  beautiful  fits 

strangling  from  the  pink  of  lips 
you  feed  and  fight  slow  sands 
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a  wink;  she  charges  your  burn 
inward,  invading 

II.  eyesight 

a  disguised  head  cascades  gold  fluid 

i  peel  my  tangled  dreams  from  your  hipbone 

your  trance  gains 

moonstruck  magic  reveals  its  pleasure 
everything  inside  you,  sweet  as  pomegranates 
dispels  my  lust 

on  and  on  you  scuff  and  crumble  against  my  skin 
the  smiles  and  smells  of  perfume  flood  the  sheets 
virgin  criminals  for  the  last  time 

orchid  winds  sail  to  the  underworld 

our  marbled  hands  make  a  sculpture  virtuous 

III.  island  sinking  violet  in  blue 

i  hope  to  die  knowing  my  worth 

i  rediscover  what  i  am  not.  i  lack 

it  is  not  your  duty  to  receive  me,  i  take  my  own  steps 

do  you  understand  what  is  behind  the  hands 

sympathy  is  not  an  apology 

i  bow  before  you 

Heather  Devera 
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Last  night  I  saw 

This  morning  I  looked 

Into  the  eyes  of  a 

Into  the  face  of  a 

child 

man 

his  body  lies 

Whose  Spirit  is 

Twisted  and  broken 

Twisted  and  broken 

Clinging 

Still  holding  on 

To  the  little  life 

To  the  life 

Arms  reaching  out 

hands  reaching  up 

To  embrace  it 

To  the  heavens 

A  smile  that  spoke 

A  heart  that's  been 

Innocence 

Hardened 

An  unknowing  heart 

It  grows  colder 

That  grew  faint 

*  Cause  it's  hard 

But  that  never  let  go 

To  let  go 

It  wasn't  by  chance 

His  eyes  are  filled  with  tears 

That  He  saw  past 

as  the  blood  washes 

Their  fears 

over  him  again 

Despite  all  the  pain 

Despite  his  regrets 

He  had  destined 

his  is  a  life 

And  He  held  it 

meant  to  be 

in  the  palm  of  His  hand 

I  pray 

maybe  one  day  he'll  see 

Bridget  Bass 
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Scared 

-Inside  I  am  running,  running  fast. 

-I  see  faces  but  they  don't  see  me. 

-The  light  in  your  eyes  was  just  a  mirage. 

-The  laughter  that  I  once  heard  to  be  so  sweet, 

now  hurts 

my  ears. 

-At  the  end  of  a  tunnel  there  is  no  light,  only  more 
and 

uncertainty. 

-Crying  bitter  tears  for  unknown  reasons. 
-Wisdom  seems  like  a  fable  right  now.  , 
-Confusion  is  my  true  companion. 
-Is  there  no  end  to  my  fear. 


Joy  Mauldin 
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Space 

Space  envelops  realms  which 
time  forgot  while 
becoming  future. 

man— God's  creation, 
darwin's  evolutionary—forgets  time 
to 

embrace  space;  to  live  with  no 
past  or  future,  just 
loving 

NOW. 


Frederick  Capers 
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Untitled 
Trevin  Q.  Goodwin 
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Lunch  Break,  Mid-December,  Wretched  Weather 

She  leans  forward  (her  elbows  having  been  on  the  table 
for  some  time)  and  she  tells  me  between  mouthfuls  of 
chicken  salad  that  "things  are  changing  so  much 
and  so  fast ..."  (Some  talk  of  Friends  as  commodities, 
assurances  or  framed  pictures  on  dusty  mantles) 
I  listen,  truly  I  do,  but  with 

a  slow  cold  dripping  through  my  guts,  coating  each  organ  it 
passes 

It  is  an  anaesthesia,  purpling  the  veins  in  my  arms  and 
prickling  my  face  uncomfortably 

I  hear  her  arm  peeling,  a  fleshy  little  ripping  sound  as  she 
lifts  it  from  the  table 

"Someone  has  spilled  syrup."  The  tablecloth  a  dull  maroon 
plastic,  the  booths  matching  naugahyde; 
I  mentally  punch  myself  in  the  face  for  what  I've  done 
innocently,  tacitly, 

I  dispose  of  the  need  to  love  any  longer  and  of 
the  hope  of  ever  being  imperative- 
more  or  less,  never  enough 

Smilingly  as  a  pumpkinhead  I  peer  briefly  from  behind 

the  wall  I've  constructed  out  of 

salt  and  pepper  shakers  and  my  coffee  cup 

assure  her  of  my  coolness 

"I'll  pay  this  time;  it  wasn't  that  much" 

dig  around  in  my  purse  for  exact  change  (to  tie  up  any 

loose  ends) 

note  with  some  grimacing  pleasure  that  it  is  still 
raining 

I  catch  eyes  briefly  before  sentencing,  tucking  my 
paper  under  my  arm  and  pushing  my  way  through 
the  streaming,  greasy  doors 

Amanda  Ash 
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Fig  Leaves 


Falling  from  the  trees, 

the  ground  is  obscured  by  fig  leaves. 

I  pick  one  up,  holding  it  between 
myself  and  the  sky. 

I  think,  hidden  am  I  from  He  who  sees, 
and  I  grab  more  leaves. 

I  remember  not  the  one  who  hid 
before,  behind  these  leaves  in  shame. 

Adamant  am  I  about  staying 
behind  my  leaves  on  this  Sacred  Eve. 

So  adamant  that  I  completely  forget 
that  the  Son  knows  what's  behind  them. 

We  all  hide  behind  fig  leaves  called 
work,  family  or  what  have  you. 

In  the  cool  of  the  day  footsteps  are  heard 
and  we  know  it's  God  come  to  confer. 

Where  are  you?  Where  am  I  when 
we  don  our  imperfect  dress? 

Across  a  great  void  called  sin 
that  not  one  work  could  mend. 

Only  one  Man,  with  peace  in  His  hands 
could  close  the  gap  forever. 

How  do  we  repay  His  sacrifice? 
By  placing  fig  leaves  between  us  and 
Christ. 

Bryan  L.  Rabon 
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Maggot 


Jesus,  I  feel .  .  . 

The  anxious  pounding  soaks  into  my  head 

The  muscles  relax  and  feel  numb 

My  comatose  spirit  listens  to  echoes  fade 

I  stare  dully  at  a  white  spot  on  a  white  wall 

I  could  careless  thoughts  settle  on  the  floor 

The  fly  lays  eggs  on  my  lips 

the  dried  river  beds  on  my  cheeks  remember 

I  drink  watered-down,  flat,  warm  Coke 

I  wait  in  the  trash  in  a  fetal  position 

I  try  to  run  in  molasses 

Gravity  intensified  rides  my  back 

The  dwarfs  are  for  the  dwarfs 

Shallow  breaths  of  thick  air 

Like  sleeping  under  a  thick  wet  blanket 

The  carrot  lies  in  bed  next  to  me  .  .  .  waiting 

You  invite  me  to  the  wedding— but  I've  nothing  to 
My  mind  still  spins  with  inertia— future's  past 
I  rest  my  back  against  the  familiar  wall 
I  have  the  strength  to  hate  me 

Asleep  in  free  fall— a  rag  doll  cast  aside 
Infinity  is  two  tears  kissing 
Two  dimensions:  flat,  pressed,  suffocating 
Lost  in  the  wood  between  the  worlds 


Kevin  Mullis 
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The  Conclusion  to  a  Long  Story 


The  young  boy  broke  out  of  his  room  through  the 

Only  window  into  the  star-filled 

Night.  With  a  quiet  thump  he  collided 

Against  the  sullen  earth—the  throbbing  pain 

In  his  left  arm  still  a  dull  reminder 

Of  the  night  before—and,  without  taking 

A  straying  glance  back  at  all  he  knew, 

Fled  for  the  mire.  With  remarkable 

Efficiency  the  juvenile  fled  for 

The  mire  trading  solemn  question  marks 

In  his  mind  as  he  ran.  Not  questions  of 

Doubt,  for  he  knew  that  what  was  being  done  was 

For  the  Best,  but  questions  of  Had  This  Come 

Too  Soon?  Taking  the  route  he  knew  best,  the 

Innocent  Victim  fled  towards  the  mire 

Which  encompassed  both  safety  and  freedom. 

As  the  days  expired  the  word  "home"  came 
To  hold  no  more  meaning  than  a  Place  Where 
Most  of  His  Things  Were  Kept.  The  boy  knew  he 
Could  do  without  fine  luxuries  as  he 
Stumbled  over  cumbersome  roots,  tore  his 
Legs  upon  razor-like  briars,  and  paused 
Briefly— oh,  so  briefly— to  catch  his  breath 
And  lose  himself  as  he  studied  the  moon's 
Reflection  off  of  the  still  lake  he  and 
Ann  had  gone  night  swimming  in  last  summer. 

After  recapturing  his  pace  in  a 
Fashion  similar  to  that  of  a  lynx 
Capturing  its  prey,  he  passed  the  Large  Oak 
Under  which  he  had  once  tried  to  kiss  Old 
Farmer  Downing' s  daughter  (for  this  action, 
She  shot  him  a  look  hard  enough  to  chip 
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The  enamel  off  of  his  front  teeth  and 
Farmer  Downing  never  again  allowed 
The  young  mistake-maker  to  help  him  pick 
The  strawberries  that  needed  harvesting). 

He  ran  for  what  seemed  to  him  to  be  the 
Equivalent  of  several  hours 
But  instantly  found  himself  at  the  edge 
Of  the  mire  and  it  was  then  that  he 
Knew  Safety  and  Freedom.  He  fell  to  his 
Knees,  praised  the  full  and  omniscient  moon, 
Kissed  the  dew-soaked  land,  returned 
To  his  feet  (the  pain  in  his  arm  was  now 
Subsiding)  and  began  to  run  again  — 
This  time  at  a  calmer  pace  and  without 
A  Questioning  or  Nostalgic  Heart,  but 
Rather  with  a  Patient  and  Peaceful  Guide. 


Michael  Forte 
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Trees  are  we 

You,  a  strong  oak  tree, 

me,  a  flimsy  willow  tree. 

I  depend  on  you  for  strength 

Which  I  don't  have  for  myself 

But  now  I  must  go 

Pull  my  roots  out  from  beside  yours 

Unravel  my  limbs  from  around  you 

—It  may  be  hard,  but  it  has  to  be  done 

I  must  learn  to  stand  on  my  own 

To  become  an  oak  tree  myself. 


Zoe 
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starlight,  starbright, 
forever  burning  in  the  night. 

who  put  your  flaming  heart  in  the  sky, 
to  cast  your  light  on  all  mankind. 

starlight,  starbright, 
forever  burning  in  the  night. 

the  flicker  of  your  soul  echoes  through  space, 
a  beacon,  shining  down  for  all  to  see. 

starlight,  starbright, 
forever  burning  in  the  night. 

how  long  will  you  glow, 

sending  your  beams  to  cut  through  the  night 

starlight,  starbright, 
forever  burning  in  the  night. 

do  not  fade  and  do  not  hide, 
lead  us  through  the  night, 

into  the  fiery  light  of  day. 

starlight,  starbright, 
forever  burning  in  the  night. 


Kevin  Harp 
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I  could, 

bending  her 

to  my  will 

that's  not  even 

mine,  break  the  ties 

that  connect  us  to  our  world, 

to  each  other. 

It's  that  simple.  Or, 

I  could  let  His  will, 

my 

will,  drive 

us  into  completion. 


Jason  Wollschleger 
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After  Grace 


It  begins  with  a  single  cry 
that  brings  us  to  the  fold. 
It  caresses  us  and  tells  us  yet  to  hold 
on  to  the  knowledge  that  He  did  not  die. 

It  reminds  us  all  of  what  He  has  done  for  me 
as  another  prodigal  son. 
The  blindness  that  began  is  now  done. 
For  it  was  this  grace  that  makes  Him  die  for  me  and  thee. 

It  wipes  away  the  tears  and  caresses  each  face. 
So  now  I  wish  to  see 
the  grace  that  God  has  for  me 
in  the  wake  of  His  "Amazing  Grace." 


Trevin  Q.  Goodwin 
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Our  Boy  Bunny  in  September 

With  the  heave  of  summer  pulling  away, 

slugging  its  great  body  off  somewhere  into  the  sea, 

Bunny  is  able  to  cope  again. 

He  saw  upon  the  trash  can  lid  a  dead 

yellowy  little  sparrow,  birdie-toes  pointed  to  the 

belly  of  yawning  sky  . .  . 

With  the  four  and  then  some  P.M.  wind 

settling  around  the  corners  of  the  language  arts 

building,  ruffling  tiny  feathers  and 

shuffling  papers  over  the  cement,  it  is  somehow 

difficult  to  twitch  about  the  heartstrings  or 

act  out  serenely  the  obligations  of  pensive  sorrow. 

Over  the  north  edge  of  the  field  foil  banners  are 

glinting  and  snapping, 

throaty  drums  and  low  brass  thudding  over  anthills 

and  tall  grass  and  mud  piles  .  .  . 

In  the  parking  lot,  there  are  no  more  heat  mirages— 

the  air  smells  like  football.  Our  Bunny  dear 

Bunny,  decay  feels  so  natural  when  the 

marching  band  shudders  along  chills  in  the  air, 

Keats  resting  easy  in  the  shade  of  creaking  trees  .  .  . 

seek  a  bench  and  sense  the  evening,  become 

a  great  heap  of  nothing,  and  as  the  anthems  lose 

familiarity  skirting  above  the  duck  pond, 

throw  pebbles  at  the  things  that  used  to  make  you  cry. 


Amanda  Ash 
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OUR  WORLD 


The  mountains  majestically  appear, 
one  behind  the  other. 
Each  one  formed  by  destructive 
forces  beneath  the  continents. 
Earth  pressed  together  to 
withstand  eternity  and  never  falter. 
Boundaries  between  sections  of  land, 
nature's  barbed-wire  fence. 

Trees  lumber  straight  up 
from  the  slanted  face  of  the  rock., 
Shadows  formed  hundreds  of  years  ago 
appear  and  disappear  throughout  the  forest. 
Centuries  of  native  souls  abound 
with  each  ticking  of  a  second  on  a  clock. 
The  trials  and  tests  of  manhood 
have  scarred  each  face  and  stunned  each  new  gaping  guest. 

Above  and  beyond  the  reach  of  man 
lie  the  stars  that  float  shy  of  heaven. 
The  stories  of  ancient  civilizations 

are  read  in  the  constellations. 
So  many  legends  have  been  lost, 
dropped  from  the  sky,  and  missed  by  our  brethren. 
Tales  of  courage,  death,  and  love 
during  times  of  wars  and  celebrations. 

The  rivers  run  deep  and  true 
as  their  currents  sweep  away  the  past. 
But  still  remain  the  people, 
the  storytellers  carry  the  culture  of  the  dead. 

As  the  waters  cleanse  the  land 
a  new  geography  of  an  old  homeland  is  cast. 
Cast  with  water  and  earth 
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the  face  only  covers  that  of  the  dead. 

How  awesome  is  the  ocean, 
with  its  lost  cities  and  submerged  life. 

The  way  it  works  with  the  winds 
to  eat  away  the  edges  of  our  world. 
Its  deadly  currents  and  sporadic  swells 
remind  man  of  the  mother  ocean's  might. 
Each  cycle  precious  to  this  loving  parent, 
from  her  largest  children  to  her  smallest  pearl. 

Each  member  of  this  earth  has  its  purpose, 
and  each  purpose  has  its  place. 
The  mountains  to  divide,  the  stars  to  remember, 

the  trees  to  protect, 
the  ocean  to  provide,  and  the  rivers  to  replace. 
And  behind  each  element 
is  the  controlling  hand  of  the  Lord  God  Almighty. 
Each  living  creature  created  by  His  hand 
to  live  with  each  element  in  perfect  harmony. 

Christopher  Edge 
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The  Last  Summer  of  Innocence 


The  day  began  as  it  had  every  day  that  summer  and  every 
summer  that  I  could  remember.  Before  the  morning  dew  dried 
on  the  rough  St.  Augustine  grass,  seven  of  us  gathered  in  the 
empty  lot  at  the  end  of  the  street.  Some  days,  the  game  was 
kickball  or  football,  kite-flying  or  frisbee  throwing,  depending 
on  who  brought  what.  Today,  like  every  day  this  week,  the 
game  was  baseball. 

"I  want  to  be  catcher,"  my  younger  brother  Mark  said,  his 
white-blonde  hair  hanging  in  his  face.  He  had  been  fighting 
with  Mom  all  summer  about  getting  his  hair  cut.  He  was  trying 
to  look  like  a  rock  star  or  something. 

"Teams?"  Jimmy  asked,  ignoring  Mark. 

The  teams  changed  from  day  to  day.  Some  days  there 
were  nine  or  even  ten  of  us,  some  days  as  few  as  four.  But 
Jimmy  was  always  there.  So  was  I. 

"Andy,  Max  and  me;  Mark,  Joe  and  Dave,"  I  said.  I 
picked  the  teams  because  I  knew  what  combinations  would 
produce  the  best  game. 

Jimmy  nodded  in  approval  and  Mark  shot  me  a  dirty  look 
for  not  putting  him  on  my  team.  Mark  was  the  tag-a-long  of 
our  gang.  He  was  always  kind  of  a  whiner  if  he  didn't  get  his 
own  way,  so  he  didn't  have  a  lot  of  friends.  The  other  guys 
tolerated  him  for  years  because  of  me.  Otherwise,  I  think  they 
would  have  beaten  him  up  a  lot  more  often  than  they  did. 

Jimmy  Martin  was  like  a  brother  to  me.  We  swapped 
secrets  and  shared  adventures  and  generally  drove  our  mothers 
nuts.  He  knew  I  wanted  to  be  a  famous  journalist  and  travel  the 
world.  And  I  knew  he  hated  his  father  and  wanted  to  change  his 
name  to  Richard  Thorndike  III  and  be  a  lawyer.  We  did 
everything  together. 

That  summer  things  felt  different  between  me  and  the 
others.  The  boys  made  a  point  of  snapping  my  bra  (a  new 
purchase  that  was  both  exciting  and  embarrassing)  every  chance 
theygot.  They  called  me  a  girl  like  it  was  a  bad  thing  and  I  had 
no  ammunition  to  retaliate  with.  So  for  once  in  my  life  I  took 
my  mother's  advice~I  ignored  them. 


74 


At  the  moment,  I  was  one  of  the  guys.  If  my  femalcness 
was  recognized  it  was  seen  as  a  slight  handicap,  like  poor 
eyesight  or  an  inability  to  throw  a  decent  curve  ball.  I  belonged. 

After  knocking  over  the  rusty  realtor's  sign  that  had  been 
on  the  for  as  long  as  I  could  remember,  Jimmy  marked  home 
plate.  First  base  was  a  clump  of  stubborn,  prickly  weeds  that 
refused  to  be  mowed  down.  Every  few  weeks  Jimmy  would 
drag  his  lawnmower  down  the  street  and  give  the  lot  a  good 
mowing.  It  had  been  awhile  since  he'd  been  out  there  and  the 
grass  covered  our  sneakers. 

Second  and  third  bases  were  marked  by  the  boys'  shirts, 
their  naked  backs  already  beginning  to  glisten  in  the  unrelenting 
southern  sun.  They  were  all  darkly  tanned  the  color  of  my 
mother's  coffee  after  she  added  milk.  Except  for  Mark.  His 
light  colored  skin  refused  to  accept  the  sun  and  he  always  kept 
his  shirt  on.  His  red,  peeling  nose  was  a  testimony  to  what 
summer  could  do  to  him. 

"Who's  up?"  Jimmy  asked,  taking  the  catcher's  position 
behind  home  plate.  He  had  the  luxury  of  a  real  baseball  glove 
while  the  rest  of  us  did  the  best  we  could  bare-handed. 

"We  are,"  Mark  said,  picking  up  the  aluminum  bat  that 
belonged  to  Max.  The  rule  was  that  the  owner  of  the  bat  got  to 
go  first.  But  no  one  bothered  to  say  anything.  It  was  still  early 
yet  and  I  wondered  if  Mark  would  be  going  home  with  another 
bloody  nose. 

As  the  pitcher/short  stop/first  baseman,  I  took  my  role  very 
seriously.  I  made  eye  contact  with  Mark  and  threw  a  pitch  that 
smack  Jimmy's  glove  hard.  As  the  catcher/umpire,  Jimmy  was 
supposed  to  be  impartial,  but  he  smiled  at  me.  He  made  pitch 
signals  with  his  fingers  but  I  never  had  the  heart  to  tell  him  that 
I  liad  no  idea  what  he  was  doing.  I  just  threw  the  ball  and  hoped 
it  went  where  it  was  supposed  to.  Usually  it  did. 

Mark  struck  out  and  Dave  stepped  up  to  bat.  Dave  was 
the  youngest  of  our  group,  a  tall,  skinny  kid  who  towered  over 
the  rest  of  us.  On  the  first  swing,  he  popped  a  high  fly  ball  and 
I  caught  it,  my  hand  stinging.  I  clinched  my  teeth  and  grinned. 

Two  out,  one  to  go. 
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Joe  took  his  place  at  the  plate.  His  real  name  was  Jose  and 
his  parents  were  Haitian  immigrants  who  didn't  speak  English. 
Joe's  English  ranged  from  broken  to  barely  recognizable  when 
he  got  excited.  He  loved  baseball  more  than  I  loved  Shaun 
Cassidy. 

With  an  impatient  swing,  Joe  sent  a  ball  to  left  field, 
catching  Andy  by  surprise.  Diving  for  it,  he  caught  the  ball  on 
a  bounce  but  Joe  was  already  on  first  base,  grinning 
triumphantly.  Mark  came  up  to  bat  and  struck  out  again.  Joe 
said  something  in  Haitian  that  didn't  sound  too  friendly. 

Then  it  was  our  turn. 

Dark-haired  Max  was  my  other  kindred  spirit.  He  was 
different  from  Jimmy,  quiet  and  a  lot  more  serious  than  most 
boys  his  age.  He  was  born  in  Puerto  Rico  and  he  was  so  cute 
my  heart  ached  sometimes.  He  didn't  know  how  I  felt  and  I 
would  have  eaten  dirt  before  I'd  tell  him.  I  think  Jimmy  knew, 
but  he  never  said  anything.  If  Jimmy  had  told  Max,  he  would 
have  been  the  one  eating  dirt. 

Max  squinted  into  the  sun  as  Dave  threw  the  first  pitch  and 
he  swung.  The  ball  went  foul.  "Stupid  piece  of  crap,"  he  said, 
slamming  the  end  of  the  bat  into  the  ground. 

Hie  older  boys  were  beginning  to  discover  the  shock  value 
of  language.  They  tested  the  waters  of  adulthood  regularly  by 
using  words  their  mothers  would  cringe  at.  I  just  laughed  from 
the  sidelines  and  encouraged  him  to  try  again.  I  wasn't 
anyone's  mother. 

The  next  ball  was  fair  and  Max  took  second  base  in  a 
slide.  Then  Andy  struck  out  in  an  almost  half-hearted  way. 
Jimmy  had  told  me  that  shy  Andy  had  a  girlfriend.  Her  name 
was  Melissa  and  she  was  in  the  ninth  grade.  Andy  was  older 
than  the  rest  of  us,  so  I  guess  it  made  sense  that  he  was 
interested  in  girls.  I  kind  of  wondered  if  he  ever  liked  me  at  all, 
not  that  I  liked  him.  But  I  wondered. 

As  I  took  the  bat  from  Andy,  Jimmy  hunkered  down  and 
slammed  his  fist  into  his  glove.  It  was  a  neat  little  intimidation 
trick  and  I  didn't  hold  it  against  him.  I  would  have  resented  it 
if  he'd  treated  me  differently  than  the  others. 
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I  swung  on  the  first  pitch  that  Joe  threw  and  heard  the 
disheartening  sound  of  the  ball  hitting  Jimmy's  glove.  Jimmy 
whispered  under  his  breath,  "Relax." 

I  concentrated  and  adjusted  my  stance.  Joe  smirked  at  me. 
"Give  it  up,  girl.  You  can't  hit  for  nothing." 

"Leave  her  alone,"  Jimmy  hollered  from  behind  me. 
"Show  'cm  what  you  got,  girl."  Somehow,  coming  from 
Jimmy,  it  didn't  sound  nearly  as  bad  to  be  called  a  girl. 

Joe  pitched  a  mean  fast  ball  and  I  held  my  breath  as  I 
swung.  The  ball  connected,  sailing  over  Joe's  head. 

I  threw  the  bat  down  and  ran.  I  made  it  to  second  base  and 
skidded  to  a  stop  as  Max  rounded  third  and  crashed  into  Jimmy 
at  home.  They  pushed  each  other  for  awhile  and  we  waited 
them  out. 

And  so  it  went. 

The  game  ended  after  five  innings.  We  won,  four  to  two. 
Everyone  headed  home  to  eat  lunch  so  we  could  go  swimming 
in  Jimmy's  pool.  It  was  too  hot  to  do  anything  else. 

Mom  was  taking  a  nap  on  the  couch  and  she  hated  to  be 
woken  up.  Mark  and  I  made  sandwiches  and  ate  them  on  the 
porch.  My  mother  didn't  like  Florida—she  said  the  sun  was  too 
hot  and  nobody  spoke  English.  Our  house  was  like  a  funeral 
home  in  the  afternoon,  quiet  and  cold.  I  hated  it.  When  I  grew 
up  I  wanted  to  live  on  the  beach  and  always  leave  the  windows 
open. 

Everyone  was  at  Jimmy's  by  the  time  we  got  there  because 
I  couldn't  find  my  swimsuit.  My  mother  had  bought  me  this 
hideous  flowery  thing  in  the  women's  department  at  JC 
Penney's  and  kept  hiding  my  favorite  green  suit  with  the  yellow 
racing  stripe  down  the  side.  It  was  my  suit  from  camp  three 
years  before  and  Mom  said  it  was  too  small.  I  guess  it  was. 
But  it  was  my  favorite  and  I  was  not  going  to  go  to  Jimmy's 
wearing  that  ugly  suit-especially  with  Max  there. 

With  banshee  cries,  we  did  cannonballs  into  the  deep  end 
of  the  pool.  Hie  water  sparkled  in  the  sunshine  and  our  laughter 
touched  the  sky  and  bounced  back  on  us.  We  swam  until  our 
fingers  turned  to  prunes  and  we  recked  of  chlorine.  My  waist- 
length  blonde  hair  had  a  green  tint  for  most  of  the  summer 
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because  of  the  amount  of  time  I  spent  swimming.  I  loved  being 
in  the  water  and  if  I  couldn't  be  a  journalist  I  wanted  to  work  at 
Sea  World. 

One  by  one  we  left  the  pool,  sunning  ourselves  on  the 
warm  grass  like  the  chameleons  did.  Andy  was  the  first  to  go 
home,  mumbling  something  about  seeing  us  tomorrow.  No  one 
paid  much  attention  to  him.  I  thought  it  was  only  a  matter  of 
time  before  Andy  decided  Melissa  was  more  fun  than  us. 

Joe  left  awhile  later,  then  Dave.  Mark  asked  me  if  I  was 
coming  home  and  I  said  no,  flopping  back  on  the  grass  and 
closing  my  eyes.  Hie  sun  was  beginning  to  dip  low  in  the  sky 
but  I  could  feel  the  lingering  heat  warming  my  skin. 

'You'd  better  come  home  or  Mom's  gonna  be  mad,"  Mark 

said. 

"Just  shut  up."  I  threw  my  arm  over  my  eyes  and  blocked 
him  out. 

"You're  such  a  snot,"  he  said.  I  shrugged.  I  didn't  care. 

Mark  headed  home  and  I  knew  there  would  be  hell  to  pay 
later.  My  mother  kept  telling  me  it  wasn't  appropriate  behavior 
for  a  young  lady  to  hang  around  with  a  bunch  of  rowdy  boys. 
I  resented  her  intrusion  almost  as  much  as  I  resented  the 
knowledge  that  someday  soon  those  boys  wouldn't  want  me 
around.  Soon  enough,  they'd  feel  about  me  the  way  they 
seemed  to  feel  about  all  girls-  we  didn't  belong. 

It  was  Max,  Jimmy  and  me  then,  contemplating  what  was 
left  of  the  day.  We  jumped  in  the  pool  one  last  time,  swimming 
like  fish  over  and  around  each  other,  laughing  and  telling  the 
best  jokes  we  knew.  From  somewhere  down  the  block  we  heard 
Max's  mother  calling  him  home  in  her  heavily  accented  English. 
He  groaned  and  hauled  himself  out  of  the  pool,  leaving  Jimmy 
and  me  alone. 

We  swam  as  the  sun  began  to  go  down.  Jimmy's  mother 
never  came  home  early  and  Jimmy  told  me  she  was  dating 
again.  His  parents  had  been  divorced  for  five  years  and  he  was 
an  only  child.  I  thought  he  was  a  little  lonely.  He  shrugged  it 
off  and  said  it  didn't  matter,  but  it  did. 

Tired  of  swinirning,  we  got  out  of  the  pool  and  threw 
ourselves  in  the  grass,  finally  quiet.  Jimmy  stared  at  the  evening 
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sky,  pointing  out  the  ripening  full  moon.  I  knew  it  was  time  for 
me  to  go  home,  but  I  didn't  want  to.  It  was  already  August  and 
time  was  slipping  away  fast. 

"Summer's  almost  over,"  Jimmy  said,  never  taking  his 
eyes  off  the  sky.  He  pulled  on  a  blade  of  grass  and  began 
chewing  it,  his  bare  toes  digging  into  the  cool,  damp  ground  as 
he  rested  back  on  his  elbows.  It  struck  me  that  he  looked  more 
like  a  man  than  a  boy,  comfortable  in  those  long  limbs  for  the 
first  time. 

I  wrapped  up  my  Mickey  Mouse  beach  towel  around  me, 
a  shiver  dancing  up  and  down  my  spine.  I  nodded,  saying, 
"Yeah.  I  wish  it  wasn't." 

"Summer  never  lasts  long  enough."  He  sat  up  and  crossed 
his  legs  Indian-style. 

I  nodded  again.  The  mosquitos  were  out  in  full  force, 
biting  into  tender  flesh  and  leaving  welts  that  would  itch  for 
days.  I  scratched  my  arms  absent-mindedly  and  watched  the 
moon. 

"Have  you  ever  been  kissed?"  Jimmy  asked. 
I  looked  at  him,  but  he  was  still  staring  up  at  the  sky.  His 
shaggy  sun-bleached  hair  almost  touched  his  shoulders. 
"No."  I  was  curious  now.  "Have  you?" 
"No." 

We  sat  like  that  for  several  more  minutes,  both  of  us  cross- 
legged,  our  scraped  knees  just  barely  touching.  I  wanted  to  ask 
him  if  he  wanted  to  kiss  me.  I  wanted  him  to  want  to  kiss  me. 
But  he  didn't  say  anything  and  neither  did  I. 

I  knew  how  to  do  a  back  flip  off  the  diving  board  and  I 
knew  all  the  rules  of  football.  I  could  spit  farther  than  just 
about  anybody  except  Andy  and  I  could  remember  every  dirty 
joke  I'd  ever  heard.  But  I  didn't  know  the  words  to  say  to  him 
at  that  moment. 

Finally,  I  heard  my  mother  calling  me.  She  got  mad  if  I 
didn't  go  quickly,  but  I  didn't  move.  I  was  frozen  by  a  need  to 
say  something,  to  do  something.  I  didn't  understand  it. 

Mom  called  again  and  I  jumped,  my  leg  bumping  against 
Jimmy's.  He  finally  looked  at  me  and  I  realized  it  was  getting 
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awfully  dark  Mosquitos  fluttered  against  my  legs  and  the  cool 
of  the  ground  had  seeped  through  my  damp  swimsuit. 

"You'd  better  go  before  you  get  in  trouble,"  he  said. 

"I  guess,"  I  answered.  I  didn't  move. 

Jimmy  leaned  over  and  kissed  me  on  my  sunburned  lips. 
I  didn't  even  kiss  him  back.  He  sat  back  and  stared  at  me  for  a 
moment.  My  cheeks  felt  real  hot  and  I  knew  I  was  blushing. 

"So  that's  what  it's  like,"  he  said,  smiling  a  Cheshire  cat 
smile. 

I  stood  up,  then  pulling  my  towel  around  me  and  heading 
for  the  fence  gate.  I  fumbled  with  the  latch.  I  finally  got  it 
unhooked.  As  I  let  myself  out,  I  heard  Jimmy  call  my  name.  I 
looked  over  my  shoulder  and  asked,  "What?" 

"See  you  tomorrow?"  He  was  still  grinning. 

"Tomorrow,"  I  said. 

I  ran  all  the  way  home. 


Kristina  Wright 
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INFINITY 


Silently,  I  sit  and  listen, 

listening  for  a  voice  from  beyond. 

A  voice  that  can  guide  me 

and  lead  me  through. 

I  shiver  from  a  cold  breeze 

that  blows  from  the  east. 

Wind  that  blows  off  the  sea 

and  fills  my  lungs  with  soft  air. 

I  wipe  the  exhaustion  from  my  eyes 

and  continue  with  my  search. 

But  still  there  is  no  voice, 

only  a  small  cry  beaten  off  of  a  seagull's  wings. 

Upward  he  sails,  and  then  down; 

swooping  by  my  head  and  beating  out  its  whisper. 

Alone  it  soars,  not  looking  back; 

just  gliding  off,  towards  infinity, 

never  to  be  seen  again. 


Christopher  Edge 
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The  Silence  That  Surrounds  Me 

The  silence  that  surrounds  me  stings  the  interior 
of  my  skin  like  the  prick  of  inverted  needles. 
My  mind  is  suffocated  by  the  atmospheric  pressure, 
deadened  by  nerves  stretched  like  a  tightrope, 
which  stress  off-balances.  I  struggle  to  push  down 
the  pipe  wrench  lodged  within  my  chest, 
as  it  threatens  to  splash  moisture  that  I  swallow 
and  blink  back  to  keep  invisible.  Shallow  respiration 
increases  its  pulse-like  momentum  between 
the  columns  of  my  temples.  My  ears  scream 
in  an  effort  to  pull  away  from  my  head  to  create 
room  for  this  pressure  to  expand.  The  leadweight 
of  nourishment  rolls  unevenly  against  my  knotted 
wasitband  like  waves  flung  against  a  seawall. 
The  sudden  rush  of  blood  floods  cranial  space, 
novocaines  my  brain.  I  cannot  think.  Not  an  inch 
of  movement  comes  from  leaded  feet  rigidly  pressed 
to  the  floor's  creaking  boards.  My  mind  cries  out, 
and  begs  for  the  screaming  silence  to  break. 
There  is  no  more  room. 

Rosemary  S.  Singletary 


83 


84 


Index  of  Contributors 


A       1           A  1 

Ash,  Amanda 

6,  26,  46,  61,  71 

T"»              T"»    *  J      _  a 

Bass,  Bridget 

57 

Brown,  Paul  W. 

7 

Burns,  Allison 

/I  /IT 

uapers,  rreaencK 

9^   7Q  zlO  ^9 
ZJ,  JV,  4U,  jZ,  Jy 

Devera,  Hazel 

1  Q    1  c 
lo,  JD 

Devera,  Heather 

4j,  54 

Dingley,  Angie 

ZU 

Edgar,  Karen 

on  on 
zy,  /U 

Edge,  Christopher 

1    11    Ol    1&    AO    <K    OO  CI 

J,  11,  Zl,  Jo,  4V,  Do,  /Z,  ol 

Enckson,  Gene 

15 

r  elder,  James 

1 1 
J  1 

Forte,  Michael 

o4 

wooawin,  irevinv^. 

9^  98         <>1  fX\ 

ZJ,  ZO,  J  J,  Jl,  OU,  Oi7,  OJ 

rial  p,  rvt  vm 

iVJLaUlUlll,  JVJjr 

94  S8 

iviciuili,  l  ClUiiiaiiu  J. 

12 

iViliilld,  JVCVlll 

Z, 

anon   Rrvan  T 
xvauuii,  JDL yaii 

1  99  41  62 

rva^nn,  xvayuiicnc 

j,  ^ 

^inolptarv  RnQPtnurv  ^» 

OlilKldCU  jr,  i\Ui>dll(U  V  O. 

10  19  27 

Stackhouse,  Danny 

30,  47 

Wollschleger,  Jason 

14,  32,  68 

Wright,  Kristina 

74 

Yearty,  Sherry 

38,  42,  48,  53 

Zoe 

13,  25,  34,  66 

85 


